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8 THE LITTLE BOY OUT OF THE WOOD 

and said, " Let's get off and have some tea." 
I just cried when I got home. 

Boy. I know. 

Bessie {looking at him with curiosity). Say, 
I don't know why I'm telling you all this. And 
you're such a funny little fellow 1 

Boy {laughing and showing his teeth). So 
lam I 

Bessie. Where do you come from, really ? 

Boy. Oh I just out of the wood. 

Bessie. Don't you go to school ? 

Boy. I know all that's worth knowing. 

Bessie. Oh, hold on . . . What ? Latin 
and Greek and book-keeping ? 

[The Boy nods. 

Bessie. You don't tell me ... ! 

[The Boy laughs. 

Bessie. Don't you ever wear more clothes 
than that ? 
Boy. No. 
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Bessie. But in winter ? 

Boy. I'm not cold. 

Bessie {reflectively). I'd like to have the 
dressing of you ! You've got the funniest 
little face ! Rather wild sometimes, aren't 
you? 

Boy. I can be. 

Bessie (after a few seconds' pause). Do you 
know this place ? 

Boy. Yes. It's nearly all mine round here. 

Bessie. Yours I I like that I And you 
only a baby 1 Are there any cornfields ? 
" Through the thick com the scarlet poppies 
peep." I've only seen them from the train. 
" With distant cries of reapers in the com, all 
the live murmur of a summer day." Oh 1 he 
knew 1 

Boy. Yes. He knew me, but not so well 
as some. 

Bessie. Knew you ? You go on 1 Why, 
he died years ago. 
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Boy. He knew me, in gardens and corn- 
fields, on river-banks. Here is one who knew 
me better. 

[He picks up another book. 

Bessie. Oh, Wordsworth. He's great. 

Boy {nodding). He knew me. 

Bessie {leaning her elbows on her knees and 
her chin on her hands and looking at him closely). 
Why, who are you ? 

Boy. Oh, I'm just a little boy out of the 
wood 1 

Bessie. But how could you have known 
them ? They died ages and ages ago. 

Boy {looking at Wordsworth). He knew 
me. He was half afraid. They are all half 
afraid when they see far enough. 

Bessie. What ? Of you ? 

Boy. I'm young here. Only a little boy. 
But go further into the forest. I'm old there. 
Go north, where Wordsworth used to meet me. 
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There I'm terrible. I held him. He knew me 
so well that he was always half afraid. 

Bessie. Why do you look at me like that ? 

Boy. I wonder if you know me too ? 

Bessie. I don't know . . . you make me 
feel all creepy. 

Boy. Are you going back to the streets ? 
Think how the leaves will sound out here at 
night. Rustle ! Rustle ! Think of my servants 
who will come and watch with you. Badger 
and weasel and hare. Do you hear that bee 
booming ? At night you can hear the beetles 
booming half a mile away. 

Bessie. Why are you saying all this ? 

Boy. Have you ever been in the wood after 
a frost ? Have you heard the earth crackling 
when it's getting free ? Have you ever seen 
the leaves dropping in November ? Do you 
know the young beech leaves ? They are like 
silk when they uncurl in the sim. Then there 
will come great storms . . . 
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Bessie {shivering). Oh, don't you . . . 

Boy. Away in the woods the leaves are 
whispering all day. You'd be alone with me 
there. 

Bessie. How you do talk. I must get back 
now or I'll oversleep myself and be late at the 
shop to-morrow. 

Boy. Shops and pavements and rattling 
carts, and you might have me ! 

Bessie. You go on ! I've got to earn my 
living. 

Boy. There was a man walked after me all 
over the world. All along the roads and woods 
and ditches. He slept under the stars.. He 
was very happy. He was mine. 

Bessie. A tramp I Eugh I 

Boy. Did you ever hear a wood-pigeon talk- 
ing and muttering and gabbling before the sun 
had got through the leaves to your eyelids ? 

Bessie. Oh 1 you and your talk ! Give me 
my books ! Quick now ! 
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[The Boy takes out a little pipe. 

Boy. Did you ever hear my music ? 
Bessie. What is it ? 

Boy. This is my little pipe. Sit down and 
I will play you a tune and then you can go 
away. 

[Bessie sits doum and puUs at the grass 
with her fingers. The Boy looks at 
her sideways out of the corners of his 
eyes. 

Bessie {putting her hands over her face). 
Don't look at me like that ! I don't know 
what to make of you ! You frighten me, I 
think! 

[The Boy puts the pipe to his lips and 

blows a long note like a bird's. A 

thrush, far back in the forest, answers. 

There is a rustling among the leaves 

behind. Bessie looks at him tenth 

frightened eyes. 
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Boy. Did you hear that in your books ? 

BESsm {nervously gathering her books together 
in her lap) . I must pack up the books. I must 
go home. 

[The Boy takes up his pipe again and 
plays very softly. Bnssm looks at him. 

Bessie {softly). I can't. I can't. 

[The Boy stands up, still playing. 
Another bird calls out of the wood. 
The leaves touch one another. BESSIE 
hides her face in her lap and sobs. 
The Boy walks away between the trees, 
still playing. Three loud notes ring 
out. Bessie springs up, scattering 
her books to right and left. She 
catches up her skirt in both hands. 

Bessie. I'm coming. I'm comii^. 

[She disappears into the wood. 
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NIGHT WATCH 

PERSONS. 

A Fisherman's Wifb. 
Three Strangers. 
A Fisherman. 

Scene. 
The interior of the Fisherman's Cottage. 

Time. 

Night. 

Argument. — The three strangers are the 
forebodings and doubts that come in a lonely 
watch. They vanish as if they had not been 
when the anxiety is over. 

{The woman is discovered sitting by the fire. The 
window is uncurtained, and a lighted lamp 
stands on the sill. Outside, a storm is raging. 
There are preparations for a meal on the 
table. The woman is knitting, looking 
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sometimes into the fire, sometimes over her 
shotdder at the rain driving against the glass. 
The three strangers enter, unseen by her, and 
sit down on the other side of the hearth,) 

Woman {to herself). Dear God, what a night I 
The last night of the year ! 

1ST Stranger. The last night. 

Woman {looking tip), Who are ye ? 

2ND Stranger. We have come to keep you 
company. 

Woman {looking back at her knitting). You 
will find me poor company. I am anxious 
about my man, who is outside on the sea. 

3RD Stranger. It is a wild night. 

Woman. He has been at sea on wilder nights 
than this. 

3RD Stranger. The wind is strong against 
the rocks to-night. 

Woman. He knows those rocks as he knows 
his own hand. There is no better sailor in the 
bay than he. 
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3RD Stranger. Still, the best of sailors have 
been driven against the rocks. 

1ST Stranger. Aye 1 when their hour was 
come ! 

Woman (sharply). He is a young man ! 

1ST Stranger. The hour does not only 
strike for old men. 

3RD Stranger. Boats have been broken up 
in which the strongest men have sailed. 

Woman. His is a new boat, newly caulked 
and tarred. 

3RD Stranger. No man can know a new 
boat as he knows the old one in which he has 
often sailed. 

Woman. Why do you torment me like this ? 
He will be back at daybreak. I can keep 
watch alone. 

1ST Stranger. No. We will stay with you. 

2ND Stranger. Did you kiss him before 
he went away ? 

Woman. What is that to you ? 
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2ND Stranger. Men think of such things 
on the sea. 

3RD Stranger. Do you remember the day 
he stopped going up the hill with you on his 
arm to talk to a girl going down ? Who 
was that girl ? Did he ever tell you her 
name? 

Woman. I do not know who she was. She 
was nothing to me. 

3RD Stranger. Cannot a man care for 
a woman who is not his wife ? 

Woman. I will ask him her name when he 
comes home £^ain. 

2ND Stranger {echoing), When he comes 
home again I 

1ST Stranger. Many will not come home 
on such a night as this. 

[There is a loud gust of wind against 
the house. The woman goes over to 
the window and peers out. The 
strangers follow her. 
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2ND Stranger. You can see nothing. It 
is so dark, although it is nearly dawn. 

3RD Stranger. Do you hear the waves 
beyond the harbour ? 

[The woman shudders. 

2ND Stranger {softly). If he loved you, 
would not he have stayed at home on such a 
night ? 

Woman {angrily). Do not torture me. Can- 
not you leave me alone ? Our Father, which 
art in Heaven . . . 

2ND Stranger. Yes, you can pray for him, 
but it may be too late. He may be in Heaven 
already, giving up his account. 

Woman. I should know if he were dead. 

2ND Stranger. Perhaps even now he may 
be tossing to and fro by the rocks, his limp 
hands in the seaweeds. They may find him 
in the morning, and bring him home to you. 

Woman {covering her face). Oh, God ! 
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1ST Strangbr. Or he may be down under 
the sea, lost already and for ever and ever. 

[The wofnan crouches against the black 
window and looks out at the darkness. 

2ND Stranger (going up to her). Even now 
he may be standing on the deck while the boat 
heaves . . . once . . . for the last time. Pray, 
pray, quickly before he is caught by the waves ! 

Woman. Oh, God ! Oh, God 1 

1ST Stranger. He may be glad to go. He 
may have longed for such a death as this. Have 
you always been so loving to him ? 

Woman. I have been a good wife. 

[She gets up, goes over to the table and sits 
down. The three strangers stand by her. 

1ST Stranger. How can you pray and call 
him back to a life that may be misery and sin ? 
Pray rather that he may pass easily into the 
land of souls. 

3RD Stranger {whispering close to her), 
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Pray ? What is the use of all this praying ? 
Who will hear you ? Would a good God take 
away a man in the height of his life and leave 
a woman desolate ? 

Woman. God is the Father of us all. 

3RD Stranger. You are crying to an empty 
name. What do you know of God ? 

Woman {putting her hands against her fore- 
head). I am going mad. 

2NI) Stranger. Do you hear the guns and 
bells ringing ? There is a ship on the rocks. 

Woman. No, no 1 

3RD Stranger. Why should they toll bells 
for the passing of this one soul ? What is he ? 
What are his death and your tears when 
hundreds live and die ? lyav^, rather. I^if e 
is a little thir^ 1 

3RD Stranger. There are footsteps. They 
are bringing him in. 

\The door opens. There is a great gust 
of wind through the room. The 
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fisherman enters in dripping oilskins 
and a sou'-wester. 

Fisherman. Well, here I ami Are you 
waiting for me ? 

Woman {getting up and going towards him). 
Oh! it is you 1 

Fisherman. It was dirty weather outside. 
I thought once that we should never have 
got in. 

Woman {moving about the room). I will get 
something for you to eat. 

Fisherman {sitting down at the table). Ah I 
It is good to be at home again. You were not 
anxious about me ? 

Woman. Oh, perhaps a little anxious. 

[She looks over her shoulder. The three 
strangers have gone. 
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THE POPPY SELLER 

PERSONS. 
Two Men. 
A Woman. 
A Boy. 
An Old Man selling Poppies. 

Scene. 
A Room in the interior of a Besieged Castle. 

{The Woman is lying on the floor supported by 
one of the men. The Boy is looking out of 
the one smaU window.) 

Woman. Is there any more water ? 

1ST Man. There is a little. With care it 
will last till to-morrow evening when the relief 
comes. {To the Boy.) You think they must 
be here to-morrow ? 

Boy. I know they will be here, I know 
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that road as I know my own hands. The 
messengers travel slowly, but the relief will be 
fast. 

2ND Man. If I could be sure that they got 
past the lines in safety 1 

Boy. I tell you I saw the flashing of their 
spears from the pass head. 

1ST Man. I could not see the flashes. I 
am so tired that I cannot see anything now. 

Woman. Oh 1 my eyes are like two hot 
coals and my mouth a road of stones. 

1ST Man. Never mind, little wife 1 We 
shall have help to-morrow. 

Woman. Ask him if he can see anjrthing 
outside. 

1ST Man {to Boy) . Is there anything outside ? 

Boy. It is quiet in the camp. I think 
they are resting in the shelter of the tents. 
The shadows are very long now. It will 
soon be night. - 

Woman. Oh 1 the weary night 1 
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1ST Man. See, I will put my arms round 
you thus, and then you can rest more easily. 

2ND Man. I say we should have surrendered 
to them three days ago. At the worst all would 
be over now, and we safe below ground. 

1ST Man. If we hold the castle till relief 
comes we shall have great honour. 

2ND Man. What is honour to a dead man's 
bones ? 

Boy. Death with honour is the best reward. 

[Footsteps are heard otUside. The IST 
Man rises to his feet. 

1ST Man. What is it ? Are we betrayed ? 
2ND Man. lyct them come and kill us, and 
put an end to this misery. 
1ST Man. Who is it ? 

[The Ou) Man enters. 

OU) Man. It is a friend. I am only an old 
man, a seller of poppy heads. 
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1ST Man. How did you come in here ? 
The lower gate is locked and barred and this 
window overlooks the other way. 

Poppy Sei^i^Er. I found an entrance that 
you do not know. 

1ST Man. Might not the enemy come that 
way ? 

2ND Man. Oh ! lyet them come 1 

Poppy Sei*i*ER. No one can find the way 
unless I am his guide. 

2ND Man. How do you know the way ? 

Poppy Sei^i^R. I have been in this castle 
many times. No one can keep me out nor 
bar me in. 

1ST Man. How did you pass the lines ? 

Poppy Sei.i<Er. The men were all asleep 
or drinking. They did not see me pass. 

Woman {hoarsely). Ask him what he has in 
the basket ? 

Poppy SeI/I<Er. I have only poppies, scarlet 
poppies from the fields, white poppies from the 
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garden, heads of withered poppies that the 
children call sleepy pillows. 

Woman. Oh ! If I covdd only sleep ! The 
ghosts come in the night f eelir^ — f eelii^ about 
my face. Can you give me sleep ? 

Poppy SEi<weR {coming into the middle of the 
room, and putting down his basket). I can give 
sleep to all who ask for it. 

Woman {sitting up and stretching out her 
arms). Oh, give it to me 1 

[She pulls a handful of poppies out of 
the basket. 

1ST Man. It is a long time since I slept. 
The nights are full of hunger spectres now. 

Poppy Sei<ler. I can give you rest. 

2Nr) Man (getting up, and lurching across the 
floor). Give me your sleep drug too, old man. 
Then perhaps I shall not always see blood 
before my eyes. 

Poppy Ski^lEr {speaking very slowly). Sleep, 
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rest and forgetfulness. I bring you sleep, and 
rest, and forgetfulness. 

2ND Man. I/et them come and find us 
sleeping. What does it matter now ? 

[He puUs a bunch of poppies from the 
basket. The Two Men and the 
Woman drop on to the floor in 
different attitudes of repose. 

Boy {folding his hands on the handle of his 
sword). Now they are all at rest. They have 
forgotten their misery. 

Poppy SeW/ER. l/ook and you will see 
dreams come to them. The woman is happy 
now. She is holding out her hands to little 
clinging fingers. She is murmuring as if to a 
baby at her breast. 

Boy. Her child died at the beginning of 
the siege. 

Poppy Seli;er. The man is peaceful too, 
his head is thrown back, his arms outstretched 
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like a man who is resting after a long day's 
work. 

[The 2ND Man turns in his sleep, and 
clutches at the air. 

Boy. I have heard that he committed some 
great crime. 

Poppy SmjM^. He is quiet now. They all 
have happy dreams. 

Boy. Such dreams are foolish things. 

Poppy SKWiER. I have other dreams here. 
Dreams of courage and honour and victory. 
It is quiet in the camp. The relief cannot be 
here till morning. Will you not sleep too ? 

Boy. The relief will never come. I watched 
the messengers from the hour we put them out 
with the best we had of food and drink, and all our 
hopes about them. They were seized at the outer 
entrance of the camp, and I can see their bodies 
now, swinging to and fro against the olive trunks. 

Poppy Sbi.i<«r. These men believe that 
help will come to-morrow. 

D 



34 THE POPPY SELLER 

Boy. I told them the messengers had 
passed the lines. They are only common men. 
Without the help of hope, hunger and misery 
might have driven them to surrender. And we 
have sworn to hold the castle, though we must 
die before we are relieved. 

Poppy Seixer. You wotdd gain freedom and 
great reward if you went now to the besieging 
captain and gave the castle into his hands. 

Boy. I said that I have given my word to 
hold the castle. {He looks at the figures on 
the floor). They are very still. 

Poppy Sbi^ler. They will not wake again. 

Boy. What is this sleep of theirs ? 

Poppy Ski,i;er. Their sleep is Death. 

Boy {drawing back into the corner). I would 
not like to go thus blindfolded to Death. When 
Death comes I will look him in the face. 

Poppy Sei,i<ER. When you meet him in the 
open field Death is a common foe. Alone and 
in the silence he is very terrible. 
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Boy. I have had dreams that I might die 
fighting for some great cause, with a brave 
friend at my elbow and a brave enemy before. 
I did not think that I should die like this, 
before I have drawn my sword. 

Poppy Seu^ER. Many men, the bravest the 
world has seen, have been afraid to meet 
Death thus alone. Great Generals will turn 
their faces to the wall when Death comes 
through the door. They will cling to any hand, 
the weak hand of a woman, the hand of a little 
child ; they will give their treasure willingly 
into the hands of Death, so that they dp not 
see him face to face. 

Boy. My life is all the treasure that I have. 
I wovild not yield my life without a struggle. 

Poppy Seixbr. I have come to take it 
from you. 

Boy. Are you Death ? 

Poppy Sei,i;er. I am Death. These have had 
a very easy dying. Will you not have the same ? 
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Boy. My life is mine, I will not give it up 
to you. 

Poppy SeixEr. Then I must fight you for it. 

Boy {coming into the middle of the room 
with his sword in his hand). I have never 
fought with any man before. I did not know 
that Death wotdd stoop to %ht with me. 

Poppy Sei,i;br. Whoever will fight with 
him is worthy of Death's weapons. 

Boy. Where is your sword ? 

Poppy Ski<i*ER. It is here among the poppies. 

Boy. When you came in you were old and 
bent. Now you are very strong. Oh I draw 
your sword quickly, for my hands tremble, and, 
unless you strike, my strength may fail, and 
I may seem to be afraid. 

Death [drawing his sword). See 1 I stand 
and salute you. Youth, and courage, and a 
true heart are greater things than Death. I 
kill, but yours is the victory. 

Boy {fallingforward) . You are a noble enemy. 
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THE FIRST CHRISTMAS 
EVE 

A MIRACLE PIvAY 

PERSONS. 

A Man. 
His Wife. 
Their Child. 
A Roman Soldier. 

An Angel. 

Pl^CB. 

A hut on the hills of Britain. 

Time. 

The first Christmas Eve. 

{The hut is made of wattles and mud. A skin 
hangs across the opening that acts as door 
and window. There is a little fire of 
smouldering sticks in the middle of the 
fioor. 
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The woman is standing by the fire stirring 
something in an earthen pan. The man 
pushes aside the skin and comes in. He is 
very roughly dressed, dirty and barefoot) 

Man. The animals are upset to-night. I 
cannot make them be quiet. 

Woman. There may be a storm coming. 

Man. It is the stillest night I have ever 
known. There is no wind anywhere on the 
hilk 

Woman. Give me those sticks for the 
fire. There is a stranger coming here to-night. 

Man. Is he coming to see the child ? 

Woman. Yes. 

Man {grumbling). Always the child, and 
everything for her. When can she work for 
us ? 

Woman. I tell you she has gifts. When 
she is grown she shall be a priestess of the 
people. 
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[There is a sound of kicking and 
moving outside. 

Man. There are the animals. They will 
not be quiet. 

[The Angei, comes in, unseen, and 
stands in the shadow of the door. 

Woman {turning quickly). Some one has 
come to the door. 
Man. There is no one there. 

[The Woman goes on with her prepara- 
tions. The Man sits on his heels 
blinking at the fire. The Soi^dier 
appears at the doorway and stands 
looking into the hut, leaning upon 
his sword. 

Soij)iER. Greeting to all here. 

[The Woman gets up from the floor. 
The Man nmtters a greeting from the 
circle of the hearth. 
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Soi4>iER. Is the child there, country- 
woman ? I must ask her a great deal to-night. 

[The Woman goes to the back of the 

hut and comes back leading the Chii<d. 

The Csnj) is about six years old, 

bareheaded and barefooted, with her 

face aU rosy from sleep. 

Chii,d. Mother, what is it? Why did 
you wake me to-night ? 

Sow)iER. I want you to look into the 
future for me, little woman. 

Cnn^D. Oh 1 not to-night 1 Do not make 
me look at the dark water to-night. I am so 
much afraid. 

\The Woman sets three tufts of wool 

floating in a pan of grease and lights 

them with a brand from the fire. The 

Chh^d runs to her and catches her arm. 

Chii4>. Mother, mother, I cannot look 
to-n^ht. I am afraid. 
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Man {looking up). This is folly. Do as 
you are told or it shall be the worse for you. 

Soi^DiER {good naturedly). Come, I do not 
ask you to look for me very long. Tell me 
only which leader I shall follow. 

[The Chuj) crouches down by the fire and 
covers her face with her hands. The 
three flames burn fiifuUy in the pan 
of grease. The Woman puis the 
earthenware pan of dark water beside 
the Chdud. She passes her hand over 
it and mutters something under her 
breath. The Man draws back, 
mumbling, to the other side of the fire. 
The Soi<DiKR bows awkwardly towards 
the flickering lights. 

Woman. Here is the dark water. It is all 
ready now. 

Chii,d {uncovering her face) . Oh, mother, I am 
afraid. I hear such great voices all around me. 
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Soi^DiKR. Listen to them. Tell me what 
they are sajring. 

Chii4>. Oh, I camiot. I will not. 

Man (from the backgrouni). Fetch me that 
stick, woman. 

[The Angei< turns round and stretches 
out his hand towards the Chxij). 

AngeI/. Do not be afraid. The evil spirits 
are all dumb to-night. 

Sow)mR. What was that? Who was 
speaking there ? 

[The Angei, has gone outside the curtain 
of skins. The Chii^d leans forward 
over the dark water. The three flames 
leap and flicker in the grease pan. 

CHn4>. I see a great light. Oh! what 
is it like ? It is like the sound of a trumpet. 
It is so bright — I cannot look {she covers her 
face). 

Soi<i>iER. Look again. 
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Chii^d. I see figures like great birds. Their 
wings are all the colours in the world. They 
are sweeping a pathway through the stars to 
the earth. 

[They all gather round the fire 
watching her, 

Chiu). I see a little Child set high on a great 
Throne. I see all the Kings of the Earth 
bending down before Him. 

Soi^DiER. What can this foretell ? 

Chii,d. I see all the stars falling about Him. 
Oh, mother, mother, I cannot look for the 
glory 1 

Soi^DiER. lyook again, child, look again. 
Are there no signs of battle ? 

Chh^d. I see a great sword stretched out 
over the world . . . 

Soi^DiER. Yes ? 

Chiij>. I cannot see who holds it, but it 
is all made of jewels and gold. For shape it 
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is thus : {she puts one finger over another in the 
form of across). 

[There is mtcch stamping and neighing 
behind the hut. The Angei< appears 
at the doorway. 

Angei,. The King is bom. Come ye and 

adore Him. 

Woman. Who is it ? What is the King that 

is bom? 

[TA^ Chh^d jumps up, runs to the door 

and pulls back the curtain of skins. 

Chii,d. What is that great I^ight over 
there in the East ? 

Woman {shading her eyes with her hand and 
looking out towards the opening). It cannot be 
day for many hours yet. 

\There is a louder trampling from 
the stable behind the hut. 

Angei,. Kneel down 1 Now is the earth 
become a holy place. 
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Woman. What is this? What is that 
lyight we see ? Why are the animals 
struggling so in the stable ? 

Angei.. They know how great a thing 
has happened upon the earth. 

Chh^T). Who are you ? 

Angbi.. I am an Angel of the lyord. 

Chh^d. Oh, the glory I the glory ! I have 
never seen so wonderful a light ! 

[She runs forward and kneels at the 
open door. The Woman follows her, 
looking under the shade of her hand. 

Woman. What is that great wonder in the 
sky ? What is this trembling that I feel 
within me ? 

Angei<. Kneel down. Henceforth you, too, 
are holy among things living. 

[TheWoMAN kneels down. The Soj,i>mR 
comes forward with his sword in his 
hand. 
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Soij>iKR. I came here to ask what master 
I should follow, and now I do not know. Can 
that great light in the sky be a sign for me 
also? She said she saw a Child in a glory 
of light crowned above all as King. 

Angei<. There is a Child bom into the 
world that shall be your Master. 

Soij)iKR. There was a Cross of stars above 
my head as I came here to-night. 

AngbI/. That Cross shall be His sign. 

[The Man stumbles towards the door 
from the back of the hut. 

Man. Why are you all kneeling and gap- 
ing ? The lights have all gone out. 

Angei<. There is no need of any more 
such lights. The I^ight has come upon Earth. 

[The Chdud takes the Man's hand and 
draws him up to the door. They all 
kneel down together. 
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THE VISION SPLENDID 

PERSONS. 

Three Old Mem. 
A Young Man. 
A Rider. 

Scene. 
A Tavern by the Roadside. 

{Vines and roses grow over the tavern door. On 
a bench in the shade the three old men are 
sitting. The young man stands in the 
background rubbing the handle of a sword.) 

1ST Ow) Man. This is a good place 1 Good 
wine, good shade, good company ! This is the 
way to spend a good old age, say 1 1 

2ND Oi,D Man. Yes, we are all old now. 

1ST Oij) Man. The young fools can chatter 

E 2 
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and struggle and fight. We are better off 
here. Pass me the wine ji^, brother 1 

3RD Ou) Man. What is that clatter of 
hoofs I hear ? 

Young Man {shading his eyes with his hand). 
It is a rider, coming along the road. 

2ND Ow) Man. Plague him 1 He will 
cover us all with dust 1 

Young Man. Cannot you hear his trum- 
pet? 

1ST O1.D Man. Trumpet ? No, not a 
sound 1 

3RD Oi4> Man. I think I hear it. Very 
faintly. 

Young Man. He is coming nearer and 
nearer. I have never seen a man ride so 
fast! 

\The RiDBR gallops in and stops at the 
tavern door. He has a trumpet in his 
hand and a sword at his side. Sluf^ 
across his back is a traveller's staff. 
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RiDBR. Who will come with me to the 
river, to cross the ford and storm the en- 
chanted castle ? 

1ST Oi,D Man. Not I, my friend 1 I am 
old and the time has come to be quiet. 

3RD Oij) Man. Once I would have gone 
with you. I heard your trumpet once, but 
now it is too late. 

2ND Oi,D Man. Cannot you leave us in 
peace ? We have been pestered enough in 
our time. 

RiDBR. Who will come with me ? 

Young Man {coming up with his sword 
strapped to his side and a stick in his hand). I 
will go with you. 

2ND Oij) Man. And the more fool you 1 

1ST Ou) Man. So long as he does not 
take me with him he can do as he will. 

RiDBR {to Young Man). If you come with 
me you cannot turn back. 

Young Man. I have been listening for you 
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this long time. I heard the sound of your trumpet 
on the road. I am ready to go with you now. 

2ND O1.D Man. Do not be a fool, boy I 
No one has ever reached the gate of the castle. 

Young Man. I may be the one. 

2ND Oij) Man. And why should you be 
the one ? There are better men than you to 
storm the castle. 

3RD Oi,D Man {to himself). Once I would 
have gone. 

1ST Ou) Man. Why not wait till the day 
is cooler ? 

Young Man. I will not wait another hour. 

Rider. Are you ready and armed ? The 
castle is very strong. 

Young Man. I am ready. I have my 
sword and my stick. Start now, and I will 
run beside your horse. 

Rider {waving his trumpet). Forward then ! 
Forward, forward, forward 1 

[Th^ go away through the dust. 
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1ST OiyD Man. A youi^ man is always a 
fool. 

2ND Oij) Man. He will not listen to wis- 
dom. 

1ST Oi,D Man. Ever since I can remember 
the castle has been there. No one has con- 
quered it. 

3RD Oi,D Man. I remember when it was 
stroller than it is noW. Some of the out- 
works are fallen. 

2ND Oi,D Man. We shall never see it fall. 
It is stronger than any of us. 

1ST OwD Man. For my part I do not see 
the use of these attacks. Why should we 
put our heads into the enemy's mouth ? 

3RD Oi,D Man. The enemy range all over 
the country. 

2ND Oi,D Man. They will range the more 
if their castle is destroyed. 

3RD (Xd Man. They will be easier de- 
feated then. 
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1ST Ow) Man. Well, let some one else 
do the work ! Who knows if this young fool 
will ever come back ? If I had gone to attack 
the castle I should not be here now, strong 
and well in spite of all my years. I have not 
wasted my strength on such follies. Pass me 
the wine jug, brother ! 

2ND Oi,D Man. What does he think he 
will gain there ? 

3RD OiyD Man. Fame, perhaps. 

1ST Oij) Man. Bah I he will never succeed. 
They never succeed, these young fools who dash 
at the castle like this. Now, if I cared to attack 
the place, I should lay my plans well. I should 
take every care. It is possible that I should 
succeed. 

3RD Oij> Man {drawing nearer). Yes, 
brother ? 

1ST Oi<D Man. But to what end ? Fame 
is a stupid thing. What use should I make 
of such a thing as that ? 
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2ND Ou) Man. Then for pity's sake let 
us be quiet and hear no more of this castle. 
You have talked till my head spins. 

1ST Oi,D Man {leaning back). Yes, let the 
castle be. We are better ofE here. Pass me 
the wine jug, brother I 

[There is a sound of hoofs on the 
road. The Rider enters alone. 

1ST Oi,D Man. Where is the boy ? 

Rider. I left him by the castle. 

3RD Oi,D Man. Did he succeed ? 

Rider. No, he did not succeed. 

2ND Oi,D Man. What did I say ? They 
plague us till they are off on their foolish 
quests and then they all fail I 

3RD Oi,D Man. What is the boy doing ? 

Rider. The boy is dead. 

istOi^dMan. What! Was he killed in the 
charge? 

2ND Ou> Man. What did I tell you ? 
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Where was the sense in such a foolish 
attack ? 

Rider. He has cleared a road for other 
men. He has shown the way. {He stands in 
his stirrups and looks round,) Who will ride 
with me to the river to cross the ford and 
storm the enchanted castle ? 

2ND Oi,D Man. Do you think you will 
get another so soon ? 

Rider. There must always be more and 
more till the castle falls. 

2ND Oi,D Man. Well, there are still fools 
in the world ! 

3RD Oi,D Man {to Rider). What have you 
got in your hand ? 

Rider. It is a flower called Fame that 
the boy picked as he went up to the castle. 

3RD Oi,D Man. Why did you take it away ? 

RiDER. He does not want it now. But 
I will plant it on his grave. 

3RD Ow Man {going up to the horse's side). 
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I thought once that I should pick such a 
flower. 

Rider. It is not too late. 

3RD Oij) Man {turning back to the table). 
Yes, it is too late. 

1ST O1.D Man. Oh ! as to that . . . ! I 
lost my taste for all such flowers long ago I 

3RD Oij) Man {to Rider). What is that 
wreath on your saddle ? 

Rider. It is a wreath for the boy. 

3RD Oi,D Man. That is the victor's wreath, 
and you told us the boy had failed. 

Rider. The boy failed, but some day when 
the castle falls you will see him among the 
victors. 

1ST Oi,D Man. That is absurd, for you 
told us the boy was dead I 

[The Rider goes up the road, his 
trumpet in his hand. 

Rider {calling as he goes). Who will come 
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with me to the river, to cross the ford and 
storm the enchanted castle ? 

[The 3RD Oi,D Man hobbles across the 
road and looks after the Rider. The 
other two sit down again to their wine. 

1ST Oi,D Man. So there is another boy 
dead I They fail, one and all I If he had 
stayed quietly here he might have got to a 
good old age as we have. 

2ND Ou> Man. These young fools will 
never stop to listen to advice ! 

1ST OiiD Man. Pass me the wine jug, 
brother. 
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ROAD 



THE PRINCESS ON THE 
ROAD 

PERSONS. 

Thb Princess. 

A Juggler. 

Labourers, Women, and Children. 

Scene, 
The street of a country village. 

{A wide road leads into the little village. A 
market cross on three steps stands in the 
middle of the road. To the left is a pond 
with some ducks splashing about in it. To 
the right are a few cottages, gardens in front 
of them, fitted with flowers. 

The Princess enters, walking along the 
road. She is dusty, the edge of her skirt is 
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tarn, and one of her shod has come off. She 
wears her hair in a long pigtail under a 
cotton handkerchief. She is picking the 
flowers that hang out of the cottage gardens, 
and singing as she goes.) 

Princess {singit^) : 

" For me are your songs and your smiles and your 
tears. 

For me, for ever, for all the years, 
I have conquered all your fears. 

Now, for ever, for all the years. 
For me are you, are you and your smile. 

Now, for ever and all the while . . ." 

[She sits down on the steps of the cross 
with the flowers in her lap. 

Princess. Where am I now ? I must be 
twelve miles from home. And no one has 
known me ! How I will laugh at Florimund ! 
This is life ! If I can do this once in every 
month I shall not mind the sentries and the 
banquets. Our good Florimund will find me 
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an angel when I return. How he will laugh 
when he sees my dust and my rags ! Can I 
get a coach from here, I wonder, to take me 
home ? {She twists her red rose round and 
round between her fingers.) Where are all the 
people ? This is like a village of the dead. 
I am thirsty. I will have a glass of milk, and 
then one of these good villagers shall drive 
me home. Where are they all ? (She rests 
her two hands on the step and looks round.) No 
one in sight. Hoh I la la ! {She caUs loudly.) 

[A little CniiyD appears out of one of the 
cottages and looks at her over the gate. 

Princess {beckoning with her fingers). Come 
here, little one ! Where are all the people ? 

CHII.D {with his finger in his mouth). In th' 
fields. Harvesting ! 

Princess. Harvest ? Oh, this is very rural ! 
Tell me, has your mother any milk ? 

Chii4). Aye. 

F 
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Princess. Get me a cup of milk, will you 
not ? I am very thirsty. 

Chii,d {pointing over his shoulder towards the 
cottage). In there. 

Princess {coming down the steps). Oh, it is 
in there, is it ? And I must go and get it for 
myself ? This is a great adventure I And 
what a tale for Florimund ! 

[She goes across the road, through the 

garden, and disappears into the cottage. 

In a few minutes she comes out, 

carrying a jug and cup, a loaf of bread 

and a knife. 

Princess. Now, little one, we will eat here 
on the steps and see when your father and 
mother come home. Will you not have a bit 
of this good white bread ? 

Chii,d {standing up straight at the foot of the 
cross with his hands behind his back) . No. 'Tis 
the Sunday loaf. 
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Princess. But eat now. There will be 
some for Sunday as well. 

Chii,d. Nay. Mother'll beat me. 

[He runs back into the cottage. The 
Princess crumbles the remains of the 
bread between her fingers and throws 
it on to the road for the ducks. 

Princess {singing) : 

" And mine are your smiles and your songs and your 
tears, 
Now, for ever, for all the years . . ." 

[There is a sound of many voices coming 
along the road. The Princess puUs 
down the torn hem of her skirt and 
pushes back the hair from her face. 

Princess {fo herself) . Here are the harvesters ! 
Now to get a cart and to drive home. I could 
not walk another three steps ! How Flori- 
mund will laugh I Indeed I am quite like a 
girl of the people I 
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[She sticks otU her dusty shoeless foot 
and looks at it. The villagers enter, 
straggling one by one. Men and 
women with rakes and scythes, one 
woman carrying a heavy basket 
of apples. The iST Woman stops at 
the foot of the cross and stands 
with arms akimbo, looking up at the 
Princess. 

1ST Woman. And who is this ? 
Princess [nodding and smiling). Good 
evening, good dame. 

1ST Woman. Oh ! good evening I 

\The others gather up, talking and laugh- 
ing, and put down their burdens round 
the steps of the cross. 

Princess. Will one of you have the good- 
ness to harness a cart for me ? I wish to return 

to the town. 

[There is a chorus of laughter. 
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1ST Man. Eh 1 No doubt ! 

[He turns away and spits on to the road. 

Princess {standing up). Will you have the 
goodness to do it for me now ? I must return 
at once to the town. 

2ND Woman {sitting down on the lowest step 
and tying her shoe). She's cracked, no doubt, 
poor girl ! 

Princess. I have asked you twice. Did 
you hear me ? 

2ND Man. Aye ! Ask again and then move 
on. We can't have vagabonds here. 

Princess {sitting down and laughing help- 
lessly). Oh, Florimund I How he will laugh ! 

3RD Woman {very shrill-voiced, codling out 
from the crowd). What is that ? Is it my jug 
there on the step ? Hold it up ? 

Princess {holding up the jug). Is it yours ? 
I took it from the cottage there on the right. 

[She points towards the cottage. 
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3RD Woman. She took it I She took it ! 
She tells me so ! (She pushes past the other 
people on to the steps.) And my knife ! And 
my cup ! And plate ! 

[Her voice gets shriUer and shriUer. 
The little Cmu) squeezes through the 
bystanders and comes up to her. 

Chii,d. Mother ! She took the loaf for 
Sunday ! She gave it to the ducks, but I 
wouldn't eat it ! 

3RD Woman. And my Sunday loaf ! 

[She flings her hand up over her head. 

2ND Man (coming up the steps). Did 'e do 
it ? Did 'e take the things ? 

Princess (cowering back against the stem of 
the cross). Yes I I took them. 

3RD Woman. Oh, the brazen-faced hussy ! 
My jug and my loaf ! What will we have for 
Sunday ? 
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Princess. I'm sorry. I did . . . 

3RD Woman. Sorry . . . Sorry . . . So will 
you be I And how do we know what else may 
not have gone ? 

1ST Woman. That rose there ! That will 
^be from my garden I 

4TH Woman. My flowers too ! She's robbed 
more than th' gardens, we'll see ! 

3RD Woman. Search her ! Search her ! 

[She seizes the Princess by the shoidders 
and puUs at the front of her dress. 
The Princess screams and pushes her 
off with her hands. 

Princess. Oh ! leave me ! leave me ! I'll 
tell you . . . I'll tell you who I am ! 

1ST Woman. 'Tis easy to see what you are 1 
The beauty I 

1ST Man. Where is the child ? He'll say. 
{To the child.) Answer me now ! Did she go 
into the cottage ? 
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Chii^d. Aye. She did. 

3RD Woman {who has been feeling over the 
Princess). There's nothing here upon her. 

isx Woman [disconsolately). Nothing ? 

3RD Woman [triumphantly). Aye, and that 
shows to me that there must be another one 
in it 1 She has passed things to another who 
has gone off with them ! [She seizes the 
Princess by the shoulder,) Where are they ? 
The things 'e took ? 

Princess [trembling). I took nothing. 

3RD Woman. Why did 'e go there into my 
house ? 

Princess. I only took the bread and . . . 

3RD Woman. . . . and . . . and ... Do 
'e all hear that ? 

2ND Man. lyet me come. I'll make her 

talk I 

\He comes up the steps and tries to 

grasp her arm. 
Princess [screaming). Nol No! No! I 
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tell you I am the Princess 1 Oh ! can't you 
believe what I say ? 

Sevbrai, Voices {scornfuUy). The Princess ! 
The Princess ! 

3RD Man. Get her to the pond. She'll tell 
us what she's taken 1 

Severai,, Aye I The pond ! 

Princess {putting her hands over her eyes). 
No ! No ! No 1 I have taken nothing ! Only 
the bread ; I was hungry 1 {The 3RD Man 
seizes her hand) Oh ! don't touch me ! Can't 
you see ? Don't you know ? I am the Princess. 

3RD Woman {pointing to Princess's foot). 
Without'n a shoe 1 And in rags ! The 
Princess 1 

[Shrieks of laughter from the crowd. 

Princess. Won't you understand ? It was 
for an adventure 1 Because my husband . . . ! 
Oh I Florimund 1 

\The 1ST Woman has come round from 
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behind and has seized her by the 
shoulders. 

1ST Woman. Now up and stand, my hussy, 
and we'll see what cold water'U make 'e say I 

2ND Man {from the background). Whip her 
out of the place, the vagabond ! 

Sevkrai,. Have some fun with her first 1 

[The Princess flings her arms round 
the cross and screams. 

3RD Woman. Heat an iron at the forge 1 
That'll make her speak ! I/ike as not she took 
that hen and chickens of mine I lost last week 1 

Severai,. No 1 The water 1 The water 1 
Fetch her to the pond 1 

Princess {turning round tenth her hands 
clasped behind her round the cross). I am the 
Princess 1 Oh ! can't you believe me ? I am 
the Princess I 

[The JuGOi<ER has come up the road 
and is standing on the outskirts of 



THE PRINCESS ON THE ROAD 75 

the crowd. He is richly dressed and 
is followed by a hoy with a basket. 

JuGGi^R, Hello ! Hello ! What have we 
here ? 

Sevkrai, Men (turning round). Oh ! A 
gentleman 1 

[The 1ST Man takes off his cap. The 
JuGGi^R salutes briskly. 

Princess (shrilly). It is the man who came 
to the Palace ! You remember me ! Don't 
you remember me ? 

JuGGi^R, What ? (He runs up the steps, 
pushing aside the people. The Princess holds 
out her hand. He looks at her in amazement, 
then takes her hand and kisses it.) What ? Your 
Highness ? Is it ... ? What is all this ? 

Princess (sobbing). Oh ! I wanted an ad- 
venture. I left them all and borrowed a 
peasant girl's clothes. I came along the road, 
.picking flowers . . . all alone , . . so free . . , 
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Then these set upon me and said I had stolen 
their things. I only took a little milk and 
bread and the flowers. And they won't know 
who I am 1 

[The people have been watching from 
the foot of the steps. 

3RD Woman (loudly). Now, young sir ! I^et 
her be 1 We must finish our fun with her ! 

2ND Man. Whip her out of the place, the 
vagabond ! 

JuGOi^R {turning round and speaking very 
clearly). Good people, you do not know what 
you are doing 1 This is her Highness the 
Princess, the newly-married consort of our 
illustrious Prince Florimund. 

Voice. Princess ! Ha 1 Ha ! 

Another Voice. Why is she dressed up so 
then? 

JuGGiyER. For her own pleasure the Princess 
put on the simple clothes of a village girl . . . 
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Voice. What ! Those'n rags ? 

JuGOi^R. . • . and came for a walk into the 
country , , . 

3RD Woman {shrilly). 'Tis likely, for a 
Princess ! Young man, give her here 1 We'll 
duck her ! 

2ND Man, a vagabond, a vagabond ! Whip 
her out of the place ! 

JuGGi^R. I tell you I myself had the honour 
of giving a performance before her Highness 
last week. Several performances. Her High- 
ness's grace and condescension even went so 
far that she de^ed . . . 

1ST Woman. Her Highness ! Grace 1 I^et 
be, young man! Princesses behave as 
Princesses should. This is but a common 
vagabond 1 

2ND Man. And whip her out of the place 1 

[The woman comes up the steps. The 
2ND Man is cracking a cart whip in 
the background. 
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JuGGi^R. I tell you, you are wrong ! This 
is a gracious lady ! 

Princess. Oh 1 tell them if they will let me 
go that my husband will give them an5rthing 
they ask for 1 

JuGOWSR. One and all they deserve the 
gallows 1 

Princess. Do not make them more angry ! 
Good people, if you will believe me, if you will 
let me just go quietly home, you may have 
anything you can ask for! Gold . . . and 
silver . . , {she looks round) . . . ducks, a 
hundred jugs and plates, a hundred loaves of 
bread ... I swear to you that I can give you 
this I 

JuGGi^R. And I swear to you that she can 
do all she says. 

1ST Woman. All very well, but how'Il we 
know ? Show us something that'll prove it. 
What can 'e do ? Princess, eh ? 

JuGGi^R {low and eagerly). What can your 
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Highness do ? Quick 1 all may depend on 
this! 

Princess {putting her hand up to her face). 
What can I do ? What can I do ? 

\The 2ND Man cracks his whip loudly, 
close to her ear. Some one throws a 
stone into the pond with a loud splash. 
There is a shrill laugh. 

Voice. Splash her in 1 

JuGGi^R {very fast). Your Highness can 
sing? 

Princess. Oh ! yes ! 

JuGGi^R {to the crowd). Her Highness can 
sing. No one can mistake the voice of a 
Princess ! 

1ST Man, Sing, can 'e ? I^et her sing to 
us then, Princess or no Princess, 

Princess {looking round). Have you a 
guitar ? A viol ? 

2ND WoBiAN. No, my dear. 
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[There is a burst oflatighier. The 2nd 
Man is chasing the screaming children 
about the road with his whip. The 
Princess clasps her hands and sings 
quaveringly. 

** For me are your smiles and your songs and your 
tears, 
Mine for ever, for all the years ..." 

\There is another burst of laughter. 

Voice. Singing ! Eh ? Can 'e sing ? " For 
me are your tears ! " So they will be when 
'e's in the pond 1 

3RD Man [mimicking her in a brassy falsetto). 

" Fer me are your smiles, fer me are your tears ! " 
[Loud lai4ghter from all sides. 

JuGOi<ER. Ohl your Highness, what can 
you do ? 

Princess. I can dance ! Good people, I 
can dance for you ! 
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2ND Man. Dance down the street at the 
whip end, the vagabond ! 

3RD Man. Aye 1 I^et 'e dance ! I^et us 
see how a Princess can dance ! 

[The Princess comes down from the 
steps and stands in the dust in the 
middle of the ring of villagers. She 
holds her torn skirts in her hands and 
looks round vaguely. 

Princess. The music ? Will you play ? 
isx Man. The music. Don't 'e hear it ? 
JuGGi/ER {breathing very fast). Your High- 
ness, there is no music. 

[The Princess makes the first steps of 
a minuet. 

ISX Woman. Dancing! That's dancing! 

As Princesses dance ! 

[She laughs loudly. 

A Young Woman. Oh 1 lor ! 
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1ST Woman (pushing Young Woman for- 
ward). Here, Bet, can 'e dance like that ? 

Young Woman {giggling). Oh 1 lor ! {She 
pids her hands on her hips and kicks about her 
legs.) Dancing 1 Oh 1 lor ! 

2ND Man {from the outskirts of the crowd). 
Give her here 1 I'll make her dance ! 

[The Princess runs up the steps and 
crouches down against the cross. The 
JuGGi/ER stands over her glaring at the 
people. 

1ST Woman {loudly and authoritatively). Now 
here, then, young man ! Give us your Prin- 
cess 1 We gave her a chance to show herself ! 
Could she ha' danced or could she ha' sung we'd 
ha' believed she were more'n a vagabond . . . 
3RD Woman {shrilly). Thieving hussy 1 
1ST Woman . . . But she can do nothing. 
So we'll have a bit of fun with her and send her 
out on the road. 
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2ND Man. Whip her out of the place I 
Bet (giggling). Dance again 1 I^et 'e dance 
again! 

3RD Man {squeezing Bbx round the waisi). 
Here's one as can dance. 

[Bet struggles and shrieks ecstatically. 
3RD Woman. Come on now ! 

[She grasps the Princess's arm. 

JuGGi^ER {pushing himself between). I tell 
you, you are mad fools ! You will have your 
houses burnt above your heads 1 Do you 
think the Prince will pardon such treatment 
as this ? And, if you kill her, as you will 
surely kill her, a delicate woman 1 ... do 
you think the Prince will be content till he 
has seen you all, men, women, and children, 
dead before his eyes ? Can't you see that 
this is not a common road woman ? 

[Some people look at one another 
nervously. 
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1ST Man. lyet 'e show us somethii^ 1 What 
can 'e do ? We won't let vagabonds pass I 

[The JuGGi^ER looks round in despair. 
He sees his boy holding the basket on 
the outskirts of the crowd, and signals 
to him wildly. Then he turns to the 
Princess. 

JuGGi^R. Does your Highness remember ? 
Could your Highness do the trick with the 
balls that you were so gracious as to learn 
from me ? 

Princess. Throwing the balls ? Oh, yes 1 
I used to play with my sisters. 

JuGGi^ER. Your Highness would deign ? 

Princess. I could do it. I think I could 

doit. 

\She pushes up the sleeve from her 

arm. 

JuGGi^R {to the crowd, taking a deep breath). 
You ask to see some sign that this is a Princess, 
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a lady from the highest places in the land i 
Well . . . since you must see ... 1 Which of 
you can throw a ball into the air and catch it ? 

Bet {from the foreground where she is peering 
impertinently at the Princess). I could. 

JuGOi<ER. Which of you can throw two 
balls and catch them ? 

Woman {pushing forward a small boy). 
Johnny here, he can. 

JuGGi^R. Which of you could throw three 
balls, and four and five and keep them flying 
above the ground ? Which of you ? 

[The Juggi^r's Boy pushes up to the 
steps with his gaily decorated basket. 
The 'JvGGj;ERfumbles with the strings. 

Princess (eagerly). No. No. Give me that 
basket of apples 1 

[The people are all listening and watching. 
The 2ND Woman drags up the basket 
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of apples. The Princess stoops down 
and takes three apples into her lap. 
She throws them up and catches them 
again, keeping them flying in the air 
at once. 

1ST Man. See her now ? Could 'e do that. 
Bet ? Could 'e, Johnny ? 
Johnny (watching open mouthed). Nay ! 

[The Princess takes another apple 
and keeps four flying at once. 

1ST Woman. Do 'e see ? Do 'e see ? 
2ND Woman. I^ok at her hands ? She 
never did no scrubbing 1 

[The JuGGivER leans against the cross 
with folded arms, looking at the ground. 
The Princess takes a fifth apple. A 
loud murmur of admiration comes from 
the crowd. 
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Princess {singing, keeping the apples spin- 
ning from hand to hand) : 

" For me are your songs and your smiles and your 
tears, 
Mine for ever, through all the years ; 
Give me your hand, forget your fears . . ." 

1ST Man. Could 'e do that ? Could 'e ? 

[The people press all forward watch- 
ing. 

1ST Woman Do 'e see the lace at her elbow ? 
Under the ragged sleeve ? 

2ND Man (holding his breath). Will she 
drop it now . . . ? No ! 

Princess (singing) : 

** I have conquered all your fears. 

For ever, for ever, for all the years. 
And mine for ever shall be your smile . . .*' 

Throw me another apple ! 

1ST Woman (in awe). Whatl Another 
apple 1 
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3RD Woman. Give it now ! 

[^4 man comes forward sheepishly 
with an apple. 

Princess {imperiously). Throw it ! Throw 
it! 

[She catches it and spins it with the 

others. The six apples jump up and 
down round her like the weaving of 
a pattern. A cry of admiration comes 
from the crowd. 

Princess {singing) : 

" Mine, for ever, for all the years . . ." 

{She spins one apple at Johnny, who is gazing 
with open mouth.) For you ! 

[She spins another at Bet, who drops 
it and gropes on her knees after it in 
the dust. The third flies up in the air. 
The JuGGi^R gives a start, spreads 
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out his two palms and catches it. 
The Princess stands up, three apples 
leaping up and down from her hands. 
She looks round at the crowd of faces. 

Princess. Whoever catches this may lend 
me a cart. [She spins one apple into the crowd.) 
Whoever catches this may lend me a horse. 
{She throws a second.) And whoever this 
. . . (she tosses it up and down) . . . may drive 
me back to the town. 

\She throws the last apple up into 
the air. There is a scramble. 

Severai, Voices. I caught it ... I did 
... I. 

[The Princess sinks down on the step. 
A battered country cart is dragged to 
the front of the cross. Some one brings 
out an old shaggy-legged horse. The 
3RD Man climbs on to the front of 
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the cart, the 2ni> Man hands him the 
whip which he waves with a beautiful 
flourish. The Jugoler lifts the 
Princess's hand to his lips. 

JuGOi^ER. Your Highness's carriage waits ! 
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THE TWO BAD FAIRIES 

PERSONS. 

The Fairy Malistina. 

The Fairy Crosspatchia. 

The Chief Nursery Maid of Honour. 

The Infant Princess. 

Scene. 
An Audience Room in the Palace. 

{The cradle is in the middle of the room. The 
Nursery Maid of Honour sits beside it, 
her foot on the rocker, knitting.) 

Maed of Honour {singing) {Tune of " Skye 
Boat-Song"): 

" Rock-a-bye, baby, bom to be Queen, 
Rock-a-bye, baby dear. 
Prettiest baby that's ever been seen, 
Huah-a-bye, baby dear. 

"Rock-a-bye, baby. Father's a King, 
Rock-a-bye, baby dear." 
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[Enters the Fairy Mai^istina— /^//. 
She hobbles across to the cradle and 
peers into it. 

Fairy Maustina. Well, and is this the 
little monstrosity that there has been all this 
fuss about ? 

Maid of Honour. This is Her Royal High- 
ness the Princess Arabella Constancia Adeliza 
Jane. 

Fairy M. Fiddles and broomsticks ! Is 
that all ? And by that I imagine that the 
christening ceremony has already been per- 
formed ? 

M. OF H. It has. 

Fairy M. To which /, /, mind you — 
was never invited ! Do you realize that, 
young woman ? And why was I not in- 
vited ? 

M. OF H. Their Majesties did not consult 
me in the matter of the invitations. 
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Fairy M. Oh, hoighty toighty 1 Well, I'll 
have you know that they will be sorry for that 
omission. And you can tell them so with my 
respects. Tell them — but they'll know it 
fast enough ! 

M. OF H. I will not fail to inform their 
Majesties of your visit. 

Fairy M. High and mighty ! {She goes 
over and stands by the cradle doubled up on her 
broomstick.) And what did they give her at 
this same christening feast ? All the usual 
trash and balderdash, I suppose ? 

[The Maed of Honour counts the 
stitches in her knitting without 
answering. 

Fairy M. Answer me, girl 1 What did my 
— ^hr— 'friends the Fairies give her ? 

M. of H. Her Royal Highness received 
gifts of goodness, of beauty, of immunity from 
colds in the head, of . . . 
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Fairy M. Fiddles and broomsticks ! And 
I could spoil them all with a club-foot ! 

[The Maid of Honour goes on knitting. 

Fairy M. Go on, girl — is that all they could 
do for her at this very highly selected and 
limited christening feast ? 

[Enter Fairy Crosspatchia— n^A^. 

Fairy Crosspatchia. Christening? Who 
talked of christening ? What is in that cradle ? 
(She looks up, sees the other fairy, and sweeps a 
profound and suj>erior curtsey. Fairy Mawstina 
nods hack and sniffs into the air.) Kindly 
inform me what you have in that cot ? 

M. OF H. {not looking u^ from her knitting). 
This is Her Royal Highness the Princess Ara- 
bella Constancia Adeliza Jane. 

Fairy C. Thanks. / don't want to see 
her ! I have seen enot^h of these pink and 
white princesses 1 
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Fairy M. (spitefully). And you saw her 
at the christening, no doubt. Fairy Cross- 
patchia. 

Fairy C. {loftily). Well ? And what if 
I did ? I did not notice you there. Fairy 
Malistina. 

Fairy M. For a reason — a very good reason. 

That you were not there yourself, Fairy Cross- 

patchia I 

[They talk louder and louder. 

M. OF H. Kindly remember that Her Rpyal 
Highness is asleep. 

Fairy M. (peering in at the cradle). Asleep, 
is she ? I could make her sleep 1 Goodness I 
Beauty ! Broomsticks and fiddles, she has 
my present to get yet ! 

Fairy C. Yes, and mine. 

Fairy M. (to Maid of Honour). Pick up 
the child ! Show her to me ! She shall have 
a present from me at once — and she'll keep 
it too — ha ! ha ! ha ! 

H 
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M. OF H. I cannot allow Her Royal High- 
ness to be disturbed. 

Fairy M. Disturbed 1 Fiddles and broom- 
sticks I I'll disturb her I 

Fairy C. I will trouble you, Malistina, to 
leave this matter with me. I have here a 
small — a — gift which I was unable to bestow 
upon the christening day. It is very different 
from those she has already received 1 

[She steps majestically up to the 
cradle. 

Fairy C. Child I You have been given 
shallow goodness and insipid beauty, plenty 
of sugar and silk. I now give you . . . 

Fairy M. Hold your tongue, woman 1 / 
am going to settle this affair. 

Fairy C. {waving her hand). Kindly allow 
me to deal with this matter. 

Fairy M. I tell you that I can spoil all 
the stuff and nonsense they have given her and 
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make her a curse to her wretched parents for 
life! 

Fairy C. I think I may consider myself 
competent in such a case. I will therefore 
ask you to leave the matter with me. 

Fairy M. I won't ! I give her . . . 

Fairy C. I will! I give her . . . 

[Their faces get close to each other 
across the cradle. 

M. OF H. Get away, both of you ! The 
child can't breathe, and you are standing on 
my ball of wool. 

[She sets the cradle rocking violently. 
It rocks on to Fairy Mai^istina's toe 
and she jumps hack with a squeak. 
The two fairies stand glaring at each 
other with the rocking cradle between 
them. The Maid of Honour is 
knitting all the time and takes no 
notice of them. 
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Fairy M. I will make toads and lizards 
and spiders and mice spring out under her 
feet when she walks. 

Fairy C. Then I will give her a passion for 
natural history ! 

Fairy M. The first man that asks her hand 
in marriage shall drop down dead at her feet. 

Fairy C. He shall be a spendthrift and 
a simpleton, so she will be well quit of him ! 
Now I [she stretches out her hand) will give her a 
crooked nose ! 

Fairy M. Then I'll give a crooked nose 
to every woman in the kingdom, and who will 
notice hers ? 

[The Maid of Honour puts down her 
knitting, takes a little mirror out of 
her pocket and looks at herself in 
alarm. 

Fairy C. What are you staring at, vain 
poppet ? 
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M. OF H. A mosquito bit my nose. 

Fairy C. Do you think I would demean 
myself to use my charms on you ? 

M. OF H. Kindly do fwt stand on my ball 
of wool. 

Fairy M. I tell you — I tell you what I 
shall do ! I will plunge the kingdom in poverty 
and she will have to work for her living. 

Fairy C. (folding her arms). Then she will 
know the blessing of toil and the mockery 
of riches ! 

Fairy M. I will make her ten thousand 
times richer again. 

Fairy C. Then she will know the happiness 
that comes with renewed prosperity. Now, 
I will make her remember me, for all her hair 
shall faU out ! 

Fairy M. I'll make it grow again. 

Fairy C. I'll charm it out again 1 Before 
she is twenty years old this Princess shall 
be bald I 
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Fairy M. At twenty-one her hair shall 
grow again in thick and luxuriant curls. 

Fairy C. At twenty-two . . . 

Fairy M. If you do, I'll make every woman 
in the kingdom bald, and then the nation will 
see the royal shape of her head. 

[The Maid of Honour pulls at her 
hair nervously. 

Fairy C. When I consider that a word 
from me could blight her young life for ever, 
your petty efforts at spite strike me as ludi- 
crous in their inadequacy. 

Fairy M. Pah 1 Do you suppose I'd waste 
my spells on such a chit. A spot on her nose 
on the night of her first ball is all I would 
stoop to do if I did not wish her parents to 
see my power. So kindly tell the King and 
Queen, young woman ... {to Maid of 
Honour). 

Fairy C. Tell them nothing. They will 
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see by my signs that I have visited them. 
This child of theirs shall . . . 

Fairy M. She shan't. 

Fairy C. She shall. 

Fairy M. I tell you she shall not. 

Fairy C. I'll give her an evil temper. 

Fairy M. I'll make her so happy that 
it shall never be roused. 

Fairy C. I'll . . . 

Fairy M. You won't 1 I say that when- 
ever she crosses the threshold of the garden it 
shall rain. 

Fairy C. Which will make her complexion 
more ravishing than ever. 

Fairy C. Fairy Malistina — I have you to 
know that I cannot stay here for ever listening 
to all this stuff and nonsense. So I now 
(she pours two drops into the cradle), make her 
proof against all your wretched futile silly 
spells for ever. So there I 

Fairy M. Cat I {She pulls out a. flask and 
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pours something from it into cradle). So there's 
a charm against all your stupid little puny 
maledictions and nonsense. 

M. OP H. {looking up from her knitting). 
So there we all are, just as we were before. 

Both Fairies. What I Who ! Why ! 

Fairy M. {shaking her fist at Fairy C). Do 
you see what you've made me do ? Do you 
see, do you see? You trampling banders- 
smatchl You schemer I Where she was 
beautiful we've made her more beautiful, 
where she was good, more good. 

[She hobbles round to the other side of 
the cradle, shaking both fists and leaving 
her broomstick on the floor. 

Fairy C. {standing with her arms folded). 
And what have you made m^ do — ^you grass- 
hopper of iniquity! You have piled sickly 
benefits upon her. You have made me a latch- 
ing stock. Now / could have made her hideous. 
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Fairy M. So could I ! 

Fairy C. I could . . . 

Fairy M. You couldn't . . . 

Fairy C. Hold your tongue. 

[Exit both fairies, Fairy C. walking 
while Fairy M. gesticulates, both 
quarrelling and snarling. The Maid 
OF Honour puts down her knitting : 
picks up the broom, sweeps the floor 
vigorously, and throws the broom after 
the fairies. Then sits down by the 
cradle, rocks again and goes on 
knitting. 

M. OF H. (singing) : 

*' This is a babe that is bom to be Queen, 
Rock-a-bye, baby dear." 

Curtain. 
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